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W built Habadasheries. 
Irving turn n ch blue lights and we'll move this lemon 
fa suit. 
Hallo Mi ca! 
You need a suit? 
Uh, y ah. 
Have J got a suit. 
Its a beautiful piece of goods. 
Try it on. 
Go ahead. 
It couldn't hurt. 
Makes you look like a king. 
Irving, come here and make a few marks. 
Take it in here and here. 
That's it, where I'm holding. 
Mista, it s a pretty good fit. 
What a fabric. 
What a garment. 
A movie star. 
A prince. 
Two more years of people spending money like this one and ... 
and a new home in Great Neck 
and I send my Marsha to Europe for the summer. 
and a condominium in Florida for me and Seal 
Thank you sir. 
I'm sure you'll get good use from it. 
You wouldn't be sorry. 
You need some socks? 
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To My Daughter 
Marsha Carpenter 
At first you curled in a half moon 
Inside my Buddha belly 
Smug and snug, 
With all your needs piped in. 
We grew together 
I, swollen and knowing, 
Waiting for our time to come 
Liking you tucked beneath my heart. 
You, drowsy, then kicking 
Your only light dimmed through my skin 
Never knowing beyond our rhythms 
Until we were forced apart. 
We fought to keep our comfort, 
But won instead, our independence. 
Th at fir t clean cry 
Echoed through the restless nights 
To call milk tingling through my breasts 
Into your grasping mouth. 
You grew impatient with suckling 
Small hands c plored my face 
Then toughed my skirt for reassurance 
As teps carried you ever farther 
From our linked needs. 
There came a time when it was clear 
That parents have the greatest need. 
After you grew to know our creases 
Like a soft old shoe, 
Unblemished worlds appeared beyond our limits 
While for us, you were the perpetually new. 
There were divisions, a divorce 
And sometimes when you were with your father 
I yearned to have you 
Back inside of me. 
It's so hard not to possess those we love­
To look at you and know 
The more that you become, 
The more I must let go. 
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Nothing seemed more restful to me than the path to 
Ajancio as the sun began his descent down Monte Abano's 
slope. Rain was wetting my clothes, causing the dust of the 
road to remain caked to my boots. But the rain brought a 
coolness that allowed me to breathe. I was grateful, for the 
trip had been hot, the pace slow, and the mule, weighted 
down with packs, difficult. My Uncle Francesco marched 
ahead, his cassock girded up over his knees. l watched the 
darkened sky, expecting the rain to stop; or saw the distant 
elms sway with the wind, but my eyes always returned to 
the fore to cc my uncle's calves strain against his sandal 
straps. He w pounding the earth with his straight, heavy 
steps, holding his staff high and his eyes open for bandits. I 
wasn t afraid. Be~ re my uncle heard od's call, he was a 
soldier. 
Further on, the rain stopped. Ajancio was only a few 
miles away when we froze at a sudden movement within 
the bushes. Uncle whispered, 'Piero, bring me my sword." I 
lifted it from the scabbard on the mule's pack and took it 
to him. 
He strode onward, sword raised. Fear clutching me, I 
watched,and my hold tightened on the mule's bridle. Up 
jumped something and Uncle and I did likewise. "It" 
laughed, tossing back his head throwing his red Locks to the 
air. Quentin Salvati. I had to laugh but my uncle stared 
glumly at me, then at Quentin. 
"What were you doing under there, Quentin?" I asked. 
"Trying to save the seams on my hose and breeches." He 
pointed to his threadbare clothes. "I hope you had a 
successful journey, Fra Francesco." He bowed to my uncle 
who just scowled. Waving to me, Quentin took up a 
package, and went off in the direction of outlying hills. 
We watched until he disappeared. Then Uncle Francesco 
motioned for us to continue. The mule balked and my, 
uncle had to take up the bridle and lead him. 
"That boy is headed for Hell," he muttered. 
"Pardon, Uncle. Did you say something?" I asked 
politely. 
"I said that gutter orphan is headed for a bad end." 
"What makes you say that?" 
"What makes me say that?" My uncle's nostrils flared 
and a dull flush crept through his face. "He's an 
irresponsible trouble-maker. Irreverent. Didn't you hear 
how he tried to baptize a pig in the name of Our Lord? 
Lazy. He lives off his worthless friends and spends his time 
drawing chalk pictures. His people are trash and he'll end 
up worse. Pray boy, get on your knees and thank God that 
your soul is safe." 
"Yes, Uncle." Obedi~ntly I crossed myself. 
He continued his tirade. I listened uttering "Yes, sir," 
"Yes, Uncle," at appropriate intervals. But I burned at my 
falseness and wondered where Quentin was. Uncle's words 
drifted into mumbling; then I thought I knew. 
"Uncle," I called out, "bet I beat you home if I climb 
those hills." 
He looked up from pulling the old mule. "Go then, but 
you go directly home," he shouted as I ran off. 
headed over the hills towards the Arno Valley, and 
found Quentin s1ttmg at the edge of a drop-off where a 
stream fed by mountain springs merged with the Arno 
River. 
"Hello," I called. He said nothing. I came closer, "Hi." 
"Shh," he warned. He was drawing the sunset at the 
water's edge, and using new parchment and a silverpoint. 
"Where did you get that?" I asked. 
"Quiet ... Lupo Lippi gave them to me." 
"That was generous. You have to send away to Florence 
for that stuff." 
"He can afford it," repli~d Quentin in monotonous 
overtones. 
I sat quietly watching Quentin finish. "There ... how's 
that?" he asked. 
"Great-now draw me." 
He faced me, paper and silverpoint poised, then said, 
"Better not, the light's dimming. We best go home." 
We found the narrow path to Ajancio. Quentin walked 
ahead of me whistling. 
"You know, Quentin, with your talent, you ought to be 
taught by a great artist." 
"Stupid, don't you think I would if I could." 
"Why not go to Florence?" 
"You think I can go up to ... Leonardo da Vinci in 
Florence and say, 'Take me in.' What do I do about money? 
How about connections?" 
"You have talent." 
"Ha, Piero, bambino, talent's a useful commodity but no 
guarantee for success. No, I'm going to have to do the best I 
can in Ajancio." 
"It's a shame, but it seems to me ... Hey, Quentin, you 
listening?'' 
"What?" he shouted. 
"I said it seems to me you might not only learn more 
about art in someplace like Florence, but also about life in 
general. You always say you have to know about people, 
places and things if you want to draw them." 
"You want me to know more about life?" he snickered. 
He turned off the path to go, I supposed, to the stinking 
hut he shared with his drunken grandfather and his uncle 
the thief. 
"I mean any place is better than Ajancio," I shouted. 
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He turned and beamed at me. "You have a point there, 
bambino. Hey, if you really want to see something, meet 
me in an hour and a quarter's time near your house." Then 
he ran off. 
I, too, hurried home to change and eat. Uncle Francesco 
was not yet home. I found fresh clothes and also my new 
black cape. In a dark corner, I took up a loose flagstone and 
dug up my small savings. 
Next I entered my uncle's room. An unfinished sermon 
was on his writing table. Heavy theological tomes blackened 
the white plaster where they laid on the shelves. Over his 
hard bed, a chalk Nativity cene was tacked to the wall. I 
had ·ven it to him and he had blessed me, but I never told 
Uncl that u ntin had done it. Near the bed was a badly 
era ked mirror. I think he had stolen it from a deserted 
nobleman's residence when he was a soldier. I admired my 
reflection, then headed toward the door. I broke into a run, 
surprising my uncle so that he dropped his packages. 
"Come back here, little thief!" he roared. He started to 
chase me, but I ducked down an alley between our 
neighbors' houses. 
There was no moon out, and I came out of the alley to a 
filthy street lighted only by the gleams from the chinks of 
closed shutters. It was a good time to be indoors, preferably 
in bed. I hoped Uncle had given up. Just then I heard a 
shutter creak, and light flooded out of the window above 
me. I jumped aside in time to avoid the contents of a 
chamber pot. Now the broken cobbles seemed to reek of 
stale urine so I hurried on my way, though warily. 
I reached a deserted market square. The night watchman 
came by holding a torch. I ducked in to a doorway. So did a 
distant black figure. The watchman went off to investigate 
some drunken laughter. The figure emerged and I was going 
to run away, but it was Quentin. "Hold on, you '11 be picked 
up for sure if you keep on the main street. I don't see why 
you couldn't have waited? Don't answer-I know. Come 
on." 
He picked up a small package from a doorway-the 
paper and silverpoint Lupo Lippi had given him. He led me 
into one alley, then others. We entered a brightly lighted 
street. Laughter and angry shouting matches that broke 
into fights emerged from some of the buildings. Women of 
the streets clustered nearby. I looked on in confusion until 
I realized this was the Hell's Den of my uncle's sermons or 
what Quentin alluded to sometimes and laughed when I 
showed my ignorance. "Interests you, doesn't it?" Quentin 
laughed ever so softly. "Well, bambino, it's not for you." 
He led me through another alley. 
It was a quieter street where stood a quasi-respectable 
tavern run by the D'Ore family. I had met the whole family 
at mass. 
The heavy door creaked when opened. There were men 
eating and drinking at the tables along the black stone 
walls. In the center of the room, men were kneeling on the 
floor throwing dice. Lorenzo and his wife, Elisabetta, were 
figuring out accounts. Their daughters, Anne and Catrina, 
were stepping around the men serving food and refilling 
cups. The whole atmosphere laid heavily upon me, redolent 
of smoke and the grease of fried pork. 
"Come on," said Quentin. "Watch your step." He led me 
to a bench by the fire. He saluted, the D'Ores· they 
acknowledged his greeting with the offhandedness of close 
friends. He took out the paper and silverpoint and began to 
make quick sketches of everything. 
"Is this how you spend your evenings?" I asked. 
"Just sit and watch." 
From time to time men before they left, would come 
over to talk to Quentin and admire his sketches. Finally, 
Anne D'Ore came over to tell Quentin that Lupo Lippi had 
been asking for him. 
"Where is h ? " he asked. 
"The private room, over there." 
Lupo Lippi was Ajancio's richest man who spent most of 
his time trying to escape the surveillance of his nagging 
wife, Lucrezia. I had never actually seen the man, so when 
Quentin lifted the faded curtain from the doorway, I was 
unprepared for the fattest man I'd ever seen. There he was, 
his stomach overlapping his belt and a mile-wide bottom, 
and he was continually eating and drinking. 
He saw us and some life seemed to enter his glazed blue 
eyes. He wiped his hands on his not-so-white beard and 
handed us each a chicken leg. 
Taking a sip out of his wine cup, he leaned back with a 
sigh and said, "Quentin, draw me a picture." 
"Of what?" he asked. 
Lippi appeared not to know. He scratched his head, 
wrinkling his brow, then shrugged. 
"Draw me!" I exclaimed." "You promised, Quentin." 
"That's right. Draw the boy, Quentin." Lippi winked at 
me so I winked back. While Quentin .drew my profile, I 
watched Lippi drinking out of his cup. He winked again at 
me so I did likewise. Smiling at me, he refilled the cup and 
handed it to me, but Quentin took it and drank most, 
leaving me less than half. 
"Don't give him anymore, Lupo," he ordered. 
'Hey, who are you to tell me what not to do?" Lippi 
bellowed. 
"Here's the picture." Lippi took it and gazed at it for 
some minutes. He han.d.ed it to me, and his eyes filled with 
tears as he turned to Quentin and said, "It's beautiful." The 
tears started to fall freely. He laid his hand on Quentin's 
shoulder, "You create such beauty, Quentin; consider 
yourself my son." Then he blew his nose and wiped his 
face. Placing his head in his arms, he fell asleep. 
Quentin put my picture in with his others, and motioned 
for me to follow him. "Now you know how I got my 
drawing materials." We returned to the bench in the main: 
room. After awhile, Anne D'Ore came over and told us that 
Lippi was awake and had asked for Quentin to lead him 
home. "You got to be kidding," he said. 
"He can't stay here all night," she said. 
"His wife will bawl me out." 
"Please, Quentin!" 
So Quentin and I ended up walking Lippi home. I didn't 
mind; we two were singing while Quentin led the way. We 
were coming out of an alley onto the main street when 
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Quentin made us stop. ''Wait until these people pass." 
"People coming?" exclaimed Lippi. Let's throw stones 
at them. That ought to make them run." 
"Okay," I said. 
"Grow up," said Quentin, but he did not protest too 
strongly as Lippi and I gathered up some of the broken 
cobbles of the street. 
We knelt in the darkness awaiting the approaching 
footsteps. Feeling the stones in my palm, I felt a surge of 
giddiness and began to giggle. uentin elbowed me in the 
side. I wanted to hit him back. 
"Hold, hold," whispered Lippi. "They're coming." We 
ten ed, then sprang creaming wild cries and throwing the 
p bblcs. There was some confusion in the group but they 
stood their ground, and we found ourselves facing the 
watchman, Uncle Francesco, and Lippi's wife. 
Lippi's wife acted first. With her bony hand, she grabbed 
Lippi by the hair whacking him on his huge belly with her 
fist. "Now, fat man, you think to get away from me and 
have a night on the town!" 
"Now, now, Lucrezia," he expostulated. 
"Just wait till I get you home." Despite Lippi's protests 
and weight, she dragged him off. 
Now Mona Lucrezia's last words held a special 
significance for me for they were precisely what my uncle 
said amid my screams of pain as he held me by the ear. 
The watchman came up and suggested now that he had 
found his nephew, he could lead Uncle and me home. 
"No, first you arrest him," said my uncle, pointing to 
Quentin. 
''What for, Fra Fresco?" asked the watchman. 
"For leading others into temptation," cried my uncle. 
"I can't do that," he replied. 
"It's time someone did. You worthless bum, leading 
Piere to his own perdition." 
"He came of his own free will," said Quentin very 
calmly. 
"Someone ought to teach you to respect God's laws, 
young heathen." My uncle pulled the sheaf of pictures out 
of Quentin's hands and hit him in the face with it. Then he 
held them up and said, "And burn these hellish things!" 
"You have no right ...," Quentin stood there, but my 
uncle's eyes gleamed, his forehead throbbed, and his face 
looked like God's wrath to sinners on Judgment Day. 
Quentin couldn't take it; he ran. 
I saw Quentin go and felt for his shame, so despite my 
uncle's grasp, I kicked him in the shin. It surprised him so 
that he let loose and I grabbed the pictures from him, but 
with a terrible fear of how I'd pay for this later. Then I 
took off after Quentin, chasing straight through Ajancio. 
I found Quentin at our old meeting place by the cliff 
overlooking the waters. He didn't seem to hear me, but 
remained with his back towards me. My heart was beating 
wildly and it seemed my poor lungs could not get enough 
air; I felt I could no longer stand. 
"Quentin," I gasped. His back stiffened. Then I realized 
because of my own breathing I couldn't have heard his, and 
that he must have been crying. Quentin crying; it was so 
strange. My fearful heart moved to pity some misery 
c;ouldn't understand. "Quentin." I touched his shoulder, 
but he would not turn. 
"Go away," he said. 
'But Quentin, I've saved your pictures." 
'Damn." He ripped them from my hand, tearing the 
papers into pieces that fell like so many promises into the 
water below. 
"Why did you do that?" 
"Because .... " his voice trailed away as he watched 
some of the papers sink. Then he stared at me and there 
was silence. At that moment I felt he was so much above 
me that I knew a far away despair. I had to say something 
so I asked again, "Why?" 
"They aren't necessary." Then he sighed, "But you 
wouldn't understand." He turned to walk away, but faced 
me again. Eyes intense, his stare drilling me, "Do you have 
any money?" 
"A little." 




"Anywhere. Florence, I suppose." He started off. 
"Wait, Quentin." 
"What?" he shouted. 
"You have nothing warm. Please take this." I slipped off 
my new cloak, handing it to Quentin. 
He watched and a slight smile came into his pale, bitter 
face. "Sure, thanks." Then without another word, he 
walked away. 
I stood there. Tears were pricking my eyes; I closed 
them and began to choke, but I would not give in to crying. 









saw God the other day. 
Yeah, really, he was standing in 
the unemployment line with the rest of us, 
so I walked over and introduced myself, 
said I'd recognized him 
from the pictures I'd seen. 
He said, Yeah 
he remembers me, and 
What's Up? 
I said not much, 
and asked him what he was doing. 
He wasn't too sure, so 
we got our checks, 
and I invited him over to our place 
for a beer. 
It was kinda far out, sitting there, 
splitting a Stroh's with God. 
You know, he ain't too bad a guy. 
I've been outa work since October, 
and I guess it's been kinda bad, 
but I guess he's been off since even before that, 
and it kinda gets him down. 
He said he ain't had nothin' to do for a long time, 
just advisory work. 
Seems that 
everybody mostly figured out everything, 
almost, 
so they just up and quit askin' for advice. 
Since then he's been wanderin' around, 
lookin' for somethin' to do, 
but there hasn't been much of a market for miracles, 
lately. 
Yeah , you know, 
he ain't to bad a guy. 
Too bad he's outa work. 
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Yes, I know the thorn hurts , stings inside, numbs the brain. 
Still once here 
here once 
only o nce 
No other life. Once . 
(Tim e before the bomb ?) 
Time to spare fro m the world inside my mind? 
No t fo llowing d wn the same treet with you 
I am a non-con£ rmist . You conform. 
(Against whom do you revolt in a r volutionary age ?) 
Revolt against one society to build another? 
Yo u're a socie ty -form er, 
providing custom-made laws better than the old, 
you say . 
Reformers of each age are the same. 
You are sane; I am mad. 
Call me elitist or Ishmael. Call me a name. 
Use words to deepen the thorn wound, 
go ahead, wound my flesh, Q.Ot touching 
the stream inside. 
Scream louder. You are sane; I am mad. 
Remember to twist the thorn, keeper of custom-made laws 
You are the sane one. Scream it. 
* * * * * * 
Listen, when you are through fooling around 
with the name calling 
and screaming and shouting and twisting the thorn 
and when you have finished spacing yourself out among 
the endless maze of streets and byways of whole earth 
chasing systems and customs and laws, 
come sit down- unadorned- beside me. 
Listen to the unthorned c llo, 
Inspect the oil color on that canvas, 
And tremble with the vibrations of that poem 
Sit here with me, quietly. 
Let me drop a wee pebble in the 
mainstream of your consciousness. 
Maybe the ripples will reach inside 
satisfying the quest. 
(Not really a pebble, I guess, but a drop of something 
oil maybe? or blood? tears? I don't know.) 
Can you feel it, inside? 
Easing the pain of the thorn? 
Stay alive with that balm. 





THE STORY OF JESSE TOCK 
LEWIS RHODES 
The old man sat on the porch of the old gray house, his 
legs crossed. The sun was shining gently, warming 
everything. He was like a landmark. The people were 
accustomed to seemg him sitting th re. They miled and 
nodded as they walked past. The old m n loved sitting 
there, seeing the people. He felt each was different but that 
each shared something with him. He fe lt that there was very 
little time left and although the mornings were sometimes 
frightening, the afternoons lonely and the darkness of the 
night certain, he enjoyed each day to the fullest and 
accepted what each brought. Most of his friends were dead. 
Sometimes he almost felt left behind. 
There was a little boy that came around almost 
everyday. Benjamin. He had no brothers , no sisters-only 
his parents and millions of friends. And he loved the old 
man. Together they would sit and talk of the world. Mostly 
the old man would tell stories of when he was a boy. 
Benjamin's favorite one was the one the old man told about 
Jesse. The old man would forget about his tobacco and his 
eyes would liven every time he told it. Benjamin would 
look deep into them and say, "Tell me about Jesse Tock." 
The old man would always turn his head and look away. 
But Benjamin was young, he was like a jewel to the old 
man, a softness in his heart. He would never hurt the boy. 
He could never refuse him, so he would lean back against 
the wall, legs crossed, and begin. 
"See that filling station on the corner? I use to play 
there. A long time ago. Use to be a house there then. Me 
and one of my friends would go there almost everyday. Use 
to be a lil' colored girl that lived there. Same color as you. 
She didn't have no brothers or sisters just like you. Just 
lived there with her mother. Her mother was white. Never 
did see her father. Guess he was colored. We used to go 
there and play all kinds of games. We used to do everything 
together. And we was always laughing. It sho' was fun. Sho' 
was fun." The old man's eyes would always fill with tears. 
Benjamin would be very sad and he would become very 
quiet. 
"Me and Marble was best friends. He could beat me 
running, but I could beat him fighting. And we use to love 
to go swimming. Jesse would go with us sometimes. We use 
to be real good friends." The old man's voice would trail 
off, become dusty and broken. "Real good friends." 
" One day when I was about thirteen, maybe fourteen, 
you know how old that is, boy?" Benjamin would say no 
very softly. The old man would laugh. "Fourteen's just a 
number, boy, just a number. Jesse was about thirteen or 
fourteen. She was just a little girl. And I guess I was an even 
smaller boy than you '11 be . Jesse was the prettiest thing. 
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But anyway that day we 'd gone swimming. M rble could 
beat me swimming. We went over to Jesse's house and 
n body was home. You know h w to play hou , b y?' 
B njamin would ay n evens fter than b ,f r and th Id 
man w uld 1 ugh even loud r. 
"Well, the way me and Marble played it, J sc wa my 
wife and Marble was our best friend. Jesse'd wash di he 
and clean the house and we'd protect it. I 'd never let 
anything hurt Jesse. She could make me feel so good. We 
used to have fun just talking. You like to talk, Benjamin? " 
The boy would nod his head slowly. "And sometimes me 
and Jesse would pull some jollies. You know what jollies 
are?" The boy would smile, nod his head yes. But he really 
didn't know. And the old man would laugh and go on. "Me 
and Jesse pulled the best jollies . . . 'cause I liked her." He 
would tum away from the boy's eyes. "But only as a 
friend." 
" That day me and Jesse had just finished pulling a jolly. 
And Marble wanted to do it with Jesse. But I didn't want 
her to. And she didn't want to do it. I told him to leave her 
alone. I told him ..." The old man would move wildly; he 
would get very excited. He would breathe harder and 
harder. And frighten the boy. ''We started fighting. I hit 
him in his mouth. And I kicked him. And after I beat him 
up, he started saying some awful things. He called me a 
'nigga lova. ' You know what a nigger is?" The boy would 
be crying. He would shake his head no. "I hope you '11 never 
know, Benjamin." There would be something in the old 
man's eyes. ' I told him to stop. He accused me of pulling 
jollies with her all the time. He said I loved her. And he said 
he 'd never love 'no nigga.' You know what love is, boy?" 
The boy would be crying but there'd only be tears, never 
any noise. There would be tears in the old man's eyes, too. 
" After that me and Jesse just stayed to ourselves. Until 
she moved away. Ain't seen her since." And the boy would 
feel the old man's sadness. "Didn't see much of Marble 
neither. He's dead now. You kn ow what death is, boy? " 
Benjamin would always say no. And the old man would 
laugh reluctantly. 
"I'll show you one day. " 
And the old man would sigh and smile. His breathing 
would relax. "Well, time for you to go home." And the boy 
would turn to go and sometimes he would ask, "What is 
love?" And sometimes, "Did you love Jesse?" And the old 
man would bow his head. " Love is what I feel for you. Now 
go home." And sometimes the boy would ask again, "Did 
you love Jesse, too?" The old man would just say, 
"Someday you'll know. When you meet Jesse you'll know. 






One day last week 
111 the middle of a sea of sky 
We watched the water.melons fall. 
and they sh.i.ttercd into a thousand
chcrn sm des. 
y~~l~et~~:>t~rlo~~e~·l·i~~ love bushes.
At d,lwn we felt the chocolates 
m !ting in our pockets. 
And ,it dusk we laughed, 
pushing whipped cream to our cars. 
Wes, id "Forever" and hence. 
ever was ever. 




twenty -th re£ 
New Burlington, 
Ohio •• by John BaskinPhoto raphy Dan Patt r on 
Prologu 
New .Burlington, Ohio, i~ deserted now: that is to say, 
the people have gone. And during the harsh winter when 
the land turned inward upon itself, sheathing itself in ice, 
making its own bones go stiff. it seemed that the town and 
land had conspired to en tomb the town's passing in 
mystery. But as spring foliage wraps around the few 
remaining houses like bed covers, while glassless windows 
look as dark as the pupil of the eye, New Burlington seems 
still to be alive. 
If its remaining life is symbolic, its last spring not rebirth 
but summation before death, the fact is now a challenge. 
Like the work of art released from the fury of the artist and 
declared finished, the town, its effect on its people, the 
method of the fatal wound, all stand released for appraisal. 
The process of summation is a manifestation of the tragic 
fact that we learn values from things lost, our elves the 
wounded and the healer, caught between pain and prog­
nosis. The town looks mean. 
The story of New Burlington is an explanation of that 
meanness and the depth of the challenge it made, a stern 
overseer of its own last rites in a time used to the facile 
incantations against the polluters. The language of the 
ecologist did not satisfy. lt was not enough to say a town 
and its land rich with grain and trees and wild life had been 
destroyed because the Army Corps of Engineers had not 
understood the value of land and the people who knew it. 
No, that eulogy was sentime1 taL and did not record the 
comple. ities, the idiosyncrasies. the history of the town. 
New Burlington demanded a different justice. If its 
townspeople appeared stoic and forbearant. if its houses 
and buildings contrasted that stoicism by standing shame­
lessly revealed in the thawing of winter, then the town was 
making known by the essential absence of grace it need for 
a particular summation: its particular history retold. its 
people revealed as rounded characters stripped of the 
anachronistic sentimentality which accompanies the labels 
of ''farmer'' and "country people." And most o all, New 
Burlington demanded a naming of the contained and subtle 
violence which brought its death. a naming which had been 
elusive. Why? It demanded an accounting of that, too. New 
Burlington had, simply. not known enough of itself and had 
wanted to. 
hen A 
Town Dies • 
Genesis 
The farming country of southwest Ohio is practical 
country, made in the image of man. Two hundred years 
ago, before the imposition of image, its land was more 
aesthetically pleasing, but that is a poet's judgment and not 
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a farmer's. In the time of the great forests, the land of what 
was to become New Burlington, Ohio, sloped from the east 
a gentle mile, more from the west, and came together where 
two streams bent in a wishbone. 
In the early 1800's, settlers deserted their thin topsoil on 
weak eastern hillsides and moved west into Ohio, where 
with an imponderable labor they shoved the forest back 
and planted grain on its rich, newly domestic floor. 
Moses McKay, following rumor, brought his eleven 
children from Virginia in 1818. The son named Francis 
drove the plough horsci;. The others came on flatboat, 
bringing gold coin to buy 1600 acres ofland at $3 ,rn acre. 
Ma sic Hawkins came on horscb, ck, ,dso from Virginia, 
carrying a pear tree. 
And when the forests were subdued, there was still 
terror in the land. 111 the stark winters, the fil!lds bare of 
crops, the land spun toward the horizon and rushed on 
forever. The farm buildings were held to the earth with 
silence and darkness, fragile clusters on the end of long 
tethers of lane cutting across cleared ground. There were 
miles between them, candles and kerosene wicks making an 
uneasy truce with the night, pressing in from every 
direction. 
Sarah Haydock, the cobbler's daughter, feared the night. 
"On the farp I could not see out because of the dark and 
every wee1tthe news saying, 'There's robbery in the park.' I 
was always so fearful. I do not know where such fright 
came from. It was always there. Once, a gypsy told my 
fortune. She took my right hand and said, 'I see letters an 
inch high. They spell F-E-A-R.' When my mother was five, 
about 1853, they used only candles. Grandmother Morris 
rode sidesaddle to John Grant's store in New Burlington 
and brought home the first coal oil lamp anyone had ever 
seen. 'Stand back,' my grandmother said as she prepared to 
strike the match. 'I've seen it done but I don't know about 
it.' My mother cried. Then the match was scratched and the 
lamp lit up the darkness and they were so happy." 
Spring, too, dispelled the terror. Spring returned the 
land to its rightful owners. Spring chased down winter 
when, as Sarah Haydock remembers, "men sat in their 
kitchens with their greatcoats on." Crops exploded in the 
fields in the spring, and corn began to color the vast, empty 
spaces. 
When cobbler Thomas Haydock found barn carpenter 
William Wood looking from the rear window of his shoe 
shop, suspended deep in some private reverie, he watched 
him for a time. 
••you've traveled, sir," he said finally, interrupting the 
barn carpenter's silence, "and where does the best land lie 
in the country?" 
"Anderson's Fork bottoms, sir," answered William 
Wood, not turning from his view across the land, 
''Anderson's Fork bottoms ...." 
Community leavened the flatland silence. A village grew 
in the wishbone of the streams. In the 1880's, wounds of 
war healed, the village dead tucked with ceremony into the 
high and waiting ground to the east, New Burlington, Ohio, 
was: one sawmill, two churches, one school, one hotel, 
three groceries, one wagon shop, two dry goods stores, two 
doctors, one carpenter, one cobbler, one undertaker, two 
blacksmiths and one chicken thief. Population: four hun­
dred. 
The bell on top of the hotel was good bell metal (not 
cast iron), the water from the town pump was cold and 
sweet, the bottomlands rich. The maple gave sug'.1r water in 
the fading winter, the black walnut and hard wood 
transferred man's subtle kin hip with the woodlands into 
the beams of his home. ,ood wood, good faith. The 
continuum of nll things was not yet broken. The hand still 
controlled the plow stock, the a and the awl. There was 
still symmetry in the land, even if by the grace of the 
declinmg ratio of what n.:mained untouched to what did 
not. 
Shortly after the beginning of the new century, Sarah 
Haydock , the cobbler's daughter, married Edwin Shidaker, 
a farmer of Swiss-German descent, and became Sarah 
Shidaker, farm wife. Farming, she found, was more than 
work, it was how a person lived. lt rode you through the 
days on the spur of its demands: you shared its heat and 
cold and on its good years-its crops. You were always 
tenant in a changing house, and if there was disaster in such 
permutations the season might bring, then there was also an 
elemental connection with the origins of all life. The 
symmetry remained. 
''There are just three things in life,'' asserts Sarah 
Shidaker, "animal, vegetable and mineral. They are all 
found in the country. Few of them are found under a city's 
concrete. They say a tree grows in Brooklyn, you know. ·A' 
means one. One tree. 
"How I loved the farm! We planted corn after the 
grubworms hatched out and flew away. Then we knew it 
was warm enough. We planted clover seed under the dark of 
the moon in March when the ground was honeycombed 
with ice. Sow oats in the mud, they say, and wheat in the 
dust and plant beans when the moon is so-and-so or they'll 
be all vine and no beans. Well, there were desperate 
heartaches, too, with the hail riddling the crops, and the 
wind, and the corn suffering for rain. How we prayed for 
rain, only to turn around and pray for it to stop when we 
were in the mud. Man proposes. God disposes. The eye of 
The Master fattens the cattle. 
"Well, once we lived that way. Once we were in no big 
hurry. Then things got too fast because we began riding 
fast, and in every direction. 'Sarah,' my aunt said, 'don't 
ever get in an automobile.' I said, 'Why, I wouldn't think of 
it.' Of course, I did later, but much time had passed and I 
was never in an automobile with a young chap in my life. I 
was fearful of the automobile, and never learned to drive 
properly. 
"But no farmer wants to go back to a team to turn his 
furrows, and a housewife would rather have a Mixmaster 
than a crock and a spoon. But there was something warm 
there that I do not have today. We're living on the earth, 
but in a different way, and now everything is taken care of 
but death. We know how to avoid birth, but we still die. All 
things end, somehow or another. Turn backward, 0 time, in 
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your flight and I'd live you differently! There are some 
things l'd omit and others I'd have just a little more of. 
Now I am old, and on stairsteps I show my 80 years of life. 
Sometimes I don't wave to my nearest and dearest for 
watching my step which shows me the poverty of my feet. I 
am the last leaf on the tree, and 1 believe 1 am outliving 
everyone else. I am alone in a strange world now. So many 
people work strange ways and there are no more Sundays 
and no more nights and I wonder: where will my 
grandchildren h;1vc their potato patches ... ?" 
In the late '30's, electricity came to the village. A 
traveling man came to do the work. and boarded on a 
nearby farm and milked a cow to pay his board. When the 
village homes had been wired- at least those homes which 
sought entry into the first vigorou stirrings of a modern 
alchemy - curious neighbors gathered outside a lower 
Burlington home and watched a porch light switched on, 
and the darkness shaken as if it had been something fine 
and fragile and could now, by the simple twist of a crude 
switch, be broken and crumbled to a quiet dust. Darkness 
could be reckoned with. The sinister corners of long winter 
nights were rounded. Sarah Shidaker remembers that she 
felt inexplicably joyous. If new light dispelled old mystery, 
then she preferred it. 
No one denied the severity of change, but only the 
village eccentric- who refused electricity and later the 
carpeting of his wood floors-cried out incoherent sen­
tences about poison in the walls. At the wishbone of the 
streams, the blacksmith stood in front of his shop and 
remembered stories of the old ones who feared that the 
iron plow would poison the soil, and how the change from 
pegs to nails would damage the building. But madness is 
often metaphor. Could it be that the severity of change was 
genetic? Would Sarah's grandchildren suffer from an un­
known chemistry? But these were faint whisperings. 
Progress was in the air. The common elemen ts were about 
to be converted to the gold of a thousand imaginings, and 
instinct had an easy price. 
It was in the '30's, too, that the Army Corps of 
Engineers first came to New Burlington. The intrusion was 
complete, but unrecognizable, because the great but dumb 
roll of the times said: there is no more fear. There is no 
more mystery. Provision has been made. And so the 
disrupting psychology was set. 
A surveyor came with his tripod, set up business in a 
field where grain grew, looked through the eye of his 
equipment, and found what he saw fertile for his clever 
work. At a window, there appeared the face of the printer's 
wife, and a hand holding back the starched edge of a 
curtain. ''I wonder who that is?" she asked, turning away 
with suspicion. That night at dinner she mentioned the 
intruder. Eventually rumors moved from house to house, 
and in the persistence of rumor, which remained for years 
at the passive level of speculation, the people forgot the 
initial alarm of the first woman at the curtain. She herself 
forgot that her fingers had strained the starched curtain in 
the initial moment of panic. Poachers! her brain had said. 
But dinner was on and cattle waited with full udders. 
So the town accepted the rumor. assimilated it into 
itself, and lived on, vaguely worried, the demanding 
moment absorbed by time and duty. 
Winter 
January comes to New Burlington as stealthy as grief, 
known only by the idle spin of pages under Don Collett's 
calendar portrait of Lovely Lillian, gazing insouciantly 
through the mad march of another year. Collett's Hardware 
is gone now. Ronnie Grooms' grocery store is gone. Wren 
Muterspaught's barber shop has been gone, and so has 
McClure's Garage . Mrs. Louie Wills, at 94 the village's oldest 
residen t , has gone to the country, but it exists only in her 
mind's eye . The preacher comes on Sundays still, to teach 
the natives shame, but his sermons do not touch the larger 
crush of morality outside the stained glass windows of his 
modest temple. 
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There is virtue to this clean, beginning month in New 
Burlington. Its arrival is known not by the calendar but by 
the way Vernie Brewer tells time in his fields-by the 
tc. ture of time it elf. It is something, man understands in 
New Burlington and no where else but a place like New 
Burlington. It is a virtue not paid court to by the 
trend setters and the cult-watchers, and if the people of the 
village understood the comple.·ity of their knowledge, they 
would keep it a silent as their grnv yard. 
January is like a church. It forces a man to live between 
the n,mow walls of" his life. It is a month th t bleaches him 
out, reveal hi ource and his ubstancc. It tests his 
temp ramcnt. J,111ua1y is p nancc fo1 th e. ces e of the 
thcr months. It i a hard month, Ion, and direct and 
bonecold and u111.:ompromi ing. A man may fit himself to 
summer, but January bends a man to her, She is the silent, 
cold heart of winter, the time of a great narrowing down. 
Even the passage of a man's soul pauses in this great, bleak 
month of new beginnings. To live in New Burlington, truly 
live here, and possess its knowledges, a man begins to 
suspect in this month that it is true that the laws governing 
man and rock cannot be separated. A man is forced to 
consider nature in January because at no other month is he 
so removed from it in spirit, and so close to it physically. 
He is thrown against his origins. January's snows cover a 
multitude of man's sins, then with the melting reveal them 
in a foreshadowed perspective that only heigh tens the 
sordidness of them, a lesson all of literature gives only those 
already blessed with knowledges: beauty is transient. Life is 
transient. The earth itself, in its slow wheel through dying 
centuries. is transient. All men are pilgrims, footsore and 
petulant in paradise. 
Graveyard Road is as tranquil and removed from the 
chaos of automobiles as its name. It has an inauspicious 
beginning off the main highway a mile and a half north of 
the village, then circle discreetly through New Burlington 
farmland, turning suddenly from tar and gravel back to dirt 
so suddenly and without warning that for a moment it is 
hard to remember: which was here first, the ground or the 
gravel? Disappearing momentarily in a covered bridge over 
Anderson Fork, it ends unobtrusively at the New 
Burlington Road, beside the graveyard itself. The graveyard 
is on a small crest looking into the slight valley and the 
heart of the village, a half-mile away, revealed by the 
season. The villagers have been told that the water will not 
disturb the graveyard, but they are not secure in this uneasy 
knowledge. ln the summer, tufts of Bermuda grass will 
sometimes grow in the untraveled center of Graveyard 
Road's single paved lane. In the winter, the driver of the 
snowplow slows when he is past Vernie Brewer's farm 
because he has to tum around at the covered bridge. It is a 
strange incongruous little road, almost perfect in some kind 
of precarious balance between the gently rolling farmlands 
stretching away of either side like a great, rough, earth­
woven tapestry and the technological forces of city and 
suburb stalking New Burlington's invisible perimeters like 
some dark army massing at her borders, awaiting only some 
yet uncaught signal to begin a final, terrible assault. 
At a sharp turn and a crest, just before the road slopes 
downward for several yards to Brewer's farm, the forces of 
the past seem, momentarily, to be winning. There is the 
road, but what is tar and gravel when Bermuda grass can 
dislodge it? There are electrical lines, but in the distance 
they arc lost in a splendid infinity of forests and farmlands, 
not factories. There are telephone lines, too, but in the 
January air as sharp-edged ,Ls a woodsman's ax they sing 
like a chorus of harpies scurrying breakneck from pole to 
crco ote pole. omewherc miles above, in a sky so deep as 
to be painful, a ingle-engine plane drones lazily, but it, too, 
can be reckoned with. It is not here in force. 
A boy growing up in New Burlington might have felt all 
these things, ,rnd been oppressed by them. It is the nature 
of the child to stand half-rootcd to his youth, like an 
errant. unshaped plant twisting toward the sun, swayed by 
a monumental sense of life to come. Here, he could take 
measure of the sky and earth. In the winter, ice falls off the 
trees like thunder. The streams groan. In the spring, he 
could hear the fields ripen, smell the grass growing, feel, 
even, the slow, indolent spin of the earth beneath his bare 
feet. 
The farm Vernie Brewer has rented for the past seven 
years lies in the shallow valley like some expansive, timeless 
fresco in bas-relief, etched out of the gelid landscape by the 
hand of a master. The road going by is no more than 
serviceable, so minor as to be largely, hugely unnoticeable. 
A man passing his time in the keen isolation of a New 
Burlington winter might, after several insular weeks, wander 
to the front of his place and marvel at the existence of such 
a road, lying coiled across the countryside like some strange 
fossil long since turned to stone. He would have need of the 
road only in the spring, really, and until then it would 
occupy whatever form it pleased. 
The barns lean over the two-story frame farmhouse in 
that particular kind of offsetting architectural grouping of 
house and barns and yard known to an earlier time, where 
the posture of timber and space acknowledged a bond 
between man and his buildings, his livestock, and the very 
space around him. Its proximity is a pleasant, symmetrical 
one, and it is not found much today because the virtues of 
simple folk have been tampered with by style and expedi­
ency of another nature, the corrupt nature of brick veneer 
and quick construction, tight lots of space and the zoning 
of the land-merchant, all to an unnaturalness not present in 
Vernie Brewer's lands. 
The livestock barn is high and lofty with shuttered 
windows and a rough, chipped texture which is not unlike 
the weathered landscape of Vernie Brewer's face, slim and 
creased, and, like the barn, largely impervious to the 
January wind. There is not much romance to Vernie 
Brewer's life. It has been hard, but uncomplicated, full, but 
inarticulated in the way that certain men live with 
knowledges past the ear and mind and hand of men lesser 
attuned to natural rhythms and cycles, yet the differences 
between them go unstated, except in the sense of a man's 
presence. It is a difference between men that is narrow and 
passing today, because most men desire a different grace, 
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nd they are swayed l rgcly by style and the contemporary 
moment, not ubstance. Vernie Brewer is not a contem­
porary man. 
Born in Kentucky, he spent most of hi life as a 
carpenter and a farmer. If he built nothing that was 
particularly remembered, then neither did he build any­
thing that he found particularly offensive, and o what if ic 
turned out to be a glue factory, it wa the b11ildh1g it elf 
that counted, what • man did with his hands. Were the 
hands of the man who fitted the joists of a glue factory 
marked by the factory's pollution? Were the hands of the 
man who split the atom stained by Hiroshima? Who was to 
say such a thing? Vernie was a carpenter in Florida during 
the great land-rush of the Fifties. and it suited him. As long 
as a man could have a part of something that seemed open 
and outward and free. He didn't have to live in those 
reckless homes, thrown up so furiously a man wondered if 
they all might some day sink out of existence in the sandy 
soil, leaving not so much as a shingle to mark their passing. 
A decade ago, his wife homesick for seasons which 
changed and neighbors who di<l not, Vernie Brewer came 
b. ck home, back to the north, to Ohio, and rented a farm 
from its absentee O\ nl:r, who lived in Middlt:town. The 
farm is a livestock farm, filled with pigs, Poland Chinas and 
big. coarse Berkshires. and a herd of Charolais cattle. 
fifteen-si tecnths pure-blooded. They are rough. uneven 
creatures of no particular beauty but they grow quickly and 
well for the marketplace and that is why they are here. The 
farm functions are kept to a mini.mum in the winter 
because Vernie does not like cold. His wife did not like 
Florida, but it had suited him. The southwestern Ohio cold 
settled into his bones just after Thanksgiving, and he did not 
thaw out until haying time, Sometimes, because of this, he 
had been known to feed as late as 8 a.m. The feeding, 
however, was not a great chore. The hammermill is in a 
barn thirty yards from the cattleyard and the corn cribs, 
great and yellow as a king's vault, are between the two. He 
grinds the ear, cob and all, and feeds the cattle in long 
troughs worn smooth by the cows' tongues, great rolls of 
flesh so rough as to lick a man's skin raw, even in the 
thirty 
affectionate gesture of licking salt from the sweat on a 
man' arm. Vernie, like most farmers, has names for each 
and can tell them all apart, something always mystical, even 
aboriginal. to the occasional urban visitor. 
When the engineers came and marked his fences with red 
and yellow ribbons, portents that even the cattle reacted to 
by sudden panics when the wind ruffled the bits of plastic 
on the b, rbed wir , Vernie Brewer had his thoughts about 
it, then went on as he had before, letting the seasons dictate 
his movements. He told his neighbor, Everett Mendenhall, 
that what the government ought to do instead of running 
off folk to the city is to block off some of those bought 
farms and put welfare recipients on them. "Make 'em make 
their own way," he said, with a weathered tilt to his face 
which was not solicitude but an angle of honest arrogance 
at having made his own way, at having paid his dues. Had 
been been born in Kentucky, and had been to Florida, and 
had seen some of the world, and if he did not range against 
the coming of clamor, then he had seen how the world 
worked out there and the virtue it taught-could it have 
been, instead, venality?-was how to adapt. There were 
times, sometimes in the long, low valleys of a winter night, 
that he thought more about it. And sometimes his thoughts 
almost formed themselves and clamped down on something 
that troubled him, but whatever it was, like some slippery 
fruit at the bottom of the bowl, it slid away and eluded him. 
"Greed," he said finally, with a pronouncement as 
clipped as doom. "This is all about greed. They said they're 
doing this to save Morrow and them little towns above 
Ohio. Well, I got news for 'em. They could buy Morrow and 
move it for all the money it's costing 'em to do this to New 
Burlington. They're gonna' build them a big lake and 
develop the land. Some people'll sell their souls to torment 
for $5. Before I came here, somebody was working on that 
barn and found $50 in the framework. They went through 
the en tire barn looking for more money, and then they 
went to the house. It's a different house now because they 
rebuilt it, but then it was a number one, triple-A house. 
three-brick deep walls and they tore it down brick-by-brick 
looking for money they never found, and that's what's 
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happening to New Burlington. 
Soon, Vernie Brewer will have to make a decisiori. He 
feels he is too old to keep on forming, and he rails against 
factory work. •·J got three brother-in-laws in a paper mill in 
Middletown working swing-shifts. No money's worth doing 
that. I couldn't work there to save my guts. At night I want 
to be in bed asl 'ep. Jn the spring. sometimes I'll plough ,ill 
night, but that's my hift the way I choose it. it ain't no 
graveyard shift in a C1ctory.' 'o Vernie l~rewcr i not a 
cont!.!mporary m n, but hi inarticul, tcd ensibilities ~ire 
not cnought to prote t him from cl cont mporary life. 
The mal. is that com s on ,1 man • t odd. troubled tim s 
is ,1 primitiv' a rcspon c as that madr by th lowe t form 
of ,mimal ·11iffing hi· way p,1st the si kly and th f ltcring 
tnw,1 d the strongc t lllcmbcr of the sp cics. 'I h ancient 
pull is to survive in reco;?11izabl fo1m, .1 process of 
accentuation. The malaise tells a man mut.1tion is the price 
of weakness, and that he will not r cognizc himself in his 
very processes if he consorts with his weaknesses. Move­
ment is crucial. time e. istential. And if that ancient pull 
does not feel safe, it at least feels real. and a man's very 
nerve endings touch aliveness. 
But if that man is of this time and this place. if he is at 
all a man of the twentieth century, what then? Vernie 
Brewer lives in a strange void. an immigrant in his own 
country, searching for a basic grammar of instinct which 
has been lost. Of what species is the crippled prey being 
dragged along under the arm of this bear of a century, the 
nerve endings rubbed insensible over the rubble of transi­
tion? Perhaps everything is in the moment of release. but 
when is that? And who makes the determination? 
Vernie Brewer's thoughts remain troubled in a time and 
circumstance which demands rest for reflection and an 
essential privacy. In the absence of rest and privacy, he 
records an old scene registered by the mind like the 
memory of some primal picture postcard confronting 
known territory: "l think a lot thes days of getting back 
to Florida," But if New Burlington will soon :sink below 
shingle-level, who can say that the home· in Florida ,ire not 
already gone? Perhaps the memory finds only twisted 
geography. 
Like winter ice melting for the revelation of things good 
and bad. credibility thaws a man's hope. Vernie Brewer is 
neither a species safe nor lost. He is a man revealed in a 
crucial moment of evolution. 
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Epilogu 
Jt was a hard winter in New Burlington because it came 
late. Autumn melted into Indian Summer and the trees 
flared as brilliant as the town's failure. A reasonable 
warm th remained through December as if to stay the deep 
and natural chill of loss. It was gentle, lulling, and 
treacherous. The snow and ice came in January, late, and if 
New Burlington had not kept memories of other winters 
like this one, she would have felt betrayed. In late January, 
only the post office was open. Three families remained in 
New Burlington, and Lawrence Mitchner, who waited for 
the water. "Big changes coming," said a man at the service 
station on Highway 42, four miles west of New Burlington, 
sweeping his free arm in an arc over the land the water was 
to cover. '"People and buildings and big automobiles. 
They'll be stakes and string, and caterpillers to come, and 
houses with carpets and clotheslines and birdbaths. Five 
years from now, nobody'll know it. Mc, I'm going the other 
way. I'm going to Idaho. I hear there ain't enough people to 
bother anybody in Idaho." His tone was sure, as though he 
were certain of an audience able to catch the inaudible 
measure of an unspoken rage, and understand. In New 
Burlington, in front of a house of boarded windows, a dog 
howled at midday. 
The preceding story is from the forthcoming book, New Burlington, 
Ohio: ivhen .1 Town Dies, by John Baskin. 
He is working under a fellowship from the Alicia Patterson 





The day you left my living room 
The room lost all its life 
And all the life I knew 
Bled slowly like the soft things 
That fall behind your stumbling feet 
Fall bled. And I was thinking: 
Let's not talk about it now 
While the dark sides of the shadows 
Arc building to a fiery storm 
That gathers slowly in your eyes. 
Call me in the morning 
When light is splashing off the doors 
And the cool corners of my room 
Arc changing into warm. 
I watched your back curve as you stooped, 
Got into your car. That was the last thing 
I saw. I heard the gravel strcc t 
Give way to your pressure, I can hear it: 
The prison tumbling down, 
And now I'm free in empty space 
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The little man who looked as if he was an Armenian 
came up to the bo · office. He counted out eight quarters 
from ,l change purse. John winced and asked th man if he 
W,ls ambidc ·trou . 
Still no reaction. Twice ,1 week this guy pays two bucks 
to leep in the b, lcony. No matter what John did to him, 
he made no response and headed (or the balcony, like a 
blind man with the rout rn morizcd. 
"I lello-Palladium X.' 
·'Yes, I wa wondering what is playing this cv ning?" 
"'The 'en uous ,odfothcr' and 'lnsc.·.' c ntinuou until 
2 ,1,rn.'' 
"Th,lllk you.'' 
At least th chair wivdcd. He had panoramic view of 
the street and wat heel the c,1rs the way you would a tennis 
match. Sometimes he wanted to get out there and hitch, 
take 1-75 to Toledo or something. 
''Hello-Palladium x:· 
"Dr. James B. Herrick. the first man to diagnose 
coronary thrombosis in a living patient, died at age 92 in 
Chicago on March 7, 1954." 
The joker was back. Some crazy mother fucker had 
swallowed an almanac. Telephone harassment. Goddamn 
cripple with a giant phone bill. Coronary thrombosis? 
"Hello-Palladium X.'' 
··Brewster. I'm sending a chick over. Says she wants to 
dance at the club. Find out if she's old enough, married or 
anything. Sec if she c, n dance. OK?'' 
"Yeah." 
He groaned. Another cripple, probably. Maybe a doper 
or JUst some dumbas who wants to shake her tits at a 
bllnch of creeps for a hundred a week. H r name would be 
Kathi or Karen and she i studying to be an actress or 
som thing. 
"Hello-Palladium X." 
"What' playing thi evening?'' 
'Cartoon Carnival. ''t. Ge rgc and the ·aggot.' 'Barn­
yard Bordello,' 'Uncle Tom's C. bin ruiser,' ' csbo 
Dwarves Mc t the Sons of H r ule ,' '1 ,1rzan of th V gina,' 
, nd others, continuous until 2 a.m." 
What po ible difference did it make wh, t was playing?
They only came t ci.: the ide h w. Always the . amc 
seric of h,iirshots, ,111imal humping ca h other, etc. No 
m, tter, the audience gets a work ut under their overcoat 
and everybody's happ). 
A m, n riding a minibike rode up to the window. 
Without getting off. he bought two tickets and rode into 
the theater. John was carefully passive. Somebody was 
p ) ing him back for something. o sense in playing into 
their hands. 
Maybe it was that mutant with one leg. He got pretty 
pissed when John hopped by on one foot. He was probably 
making the phone calls too. 
Kathi arrived, but her name turned out to be Olivia. 
Maybe seventeen but she said twenty and who cares? A 
good body for seventeen. Eyes like quarters under heavy 
make-up. 
by Bruce Pilgrim 
..I'm supposed to see a Mr. Brewster about an audition. I 
went next door and they told me to come here. Arc you 
Mr. Brewster?" 
"No, but I expect him back shortly. Would you like to 
wait?'' 
·'Alright.'' 
"S.1y. could you maybe go across the street and get me a 
pack of cigarettes? I would really ... .'' 
"No." 
She took up a position in front of a glass poster case 
und r the m, rqu e. A virgin sentry, the little bitch. Mr. 
Brew ter was not going to b back for quite some tim 
"Hello-Palladium X." 
''John, do you h ve any chang ? Im g ing to the 
laundr mat and all I've got is a twenty. Tho e bastards 
never have any chang .'' 
'So what am I, a bank? We need this change.'' 
"Listen, I'll stop by on the way, ok?" 
No it's not ok, but she hung up. o it's not ok for you 
to stop by on your goddamn way. Smiling and acting like 
we're married and holding on to a dumbass little kid that 
you insist on calling johnny. Four years old and not a 
word. 
A carload of high schoolers drove by, yelling at Olivia. 
One of them hung his ass out the window. Shiny and pale 
under the streetlights. She looked away. John laughed and 
hoped they'd go around the block. He'd let them in free. 
Suddenly he wanted to tell her that the little Armenian 
was Mr. Brewster. Lock them in a room together and see if 
he could still fall asleep. They deserved each other. 
''Hello-Palladium X.'' 
''What's your movie tonight?" 
"'Homo on the Range' and 'The Grand Old Party.' 
continuous until 2 a.m.'' 
"Thank you." 
"Hello-Palladium X." 
''The 1943 baseball St. Louis Cardinals won the National 
League pennant with a n:cord of 105 and 49, for a 
percentage of .682. In that very same year, the Philadelphia 
Athletics finished last in the American League with a record 
of 49 and 105, and of course, a percentage of .318." 
Maybe it was Gail's husband. Getting back for the time 
his wife was scared by a guy in a rubber mask collecting for 
the March of Dimes. She had cried and refused to answer 
the door even after an apology. You should have seen her 
face. Dumbass, it was only a joke. 
'·Hello-Palladium X.'' 
"What's on tonight and what does it cost?" 
"Two bucks buys you •Gidget Goes Naked' and 'I a 
Cretin,' continuous until 2 a.m. '' 
A great dane ran up to Olivia, nuzzling her pale blue 
pants suit and whining. She stroked his neck and made 
small talk. The dog soon lost interest and walked over to 
the box office. He stood up with his paws on the glass and 
barked once. 
John calmly read the note tucked under his collar and 
gave the dog change on a five and a ticket. The dane went 
in, panting and wagging his tail. 
"Hello-Palladium X. '' 
"The square root of 1635 is 40.44.'' 
It could be the blind guy at the magazine stand. He must 
have found out who kept getting nine dollars change on a 
one. But where was there an almanac in Braille? And how 
did he train that fucking dog? 
Jenny arrived. Radiant in a hand-made poncho. 6ragging 
Johnny behind. She insisted on kissing him through the 
little round hole in the window and then lifted the boy up, 
telling him to wave hi to daddy. The boy st, red and aid 
nothing. 
"Why did you have to bring him along?'' 
"Couldn't get a sitter. Besides, he likes the laundromat. 
And ifhc' good, I'll let him sit in one of the dryers." 
''Jesus, Jenny. The kid's nutty. We ought to put him 
away somewhere. Look at him, he can't understand a word 
I say." 
"Don't worry about it. Johnny's ok, just a little 
stubborn, that's all, like his daddy. He'll talk as soon as he 
has something to say. Now give me some money. Dimes and 
quarters." 
She watched him fill her hand with coins and nodded in 
the direction of Olivia. He shrugged and then smiled at her 
instant jealousy. His point. The pain in her face made her 
look older, but she smiled and said goodbye, waving 
Johnny's hand. 
"Hello-Palladium X.'' 
"Yes, ah, what movies are you showing tonight?" 
"'Love Secrets of the Amish' and 'Lingerie from Outer 
Space,' continuous until 2 a.m.'' 
That kid was not John Brewster, Jr. No fucking way. He 
was the blind man's kid, the Armenian's. A cartoon instead 
of a son, Jesus. Maybe it was a joke, a switchcroo by some 
dumb doctor who didn't like cleaning shit out of his 
Mercedes convertible. Or that dipshit nurse who'd gotten a 
dead cat in the mail, postage due . 
Olivia came over, humbly this time. 
''Say, I'm sorry about the way [ was awhile ago. Do you 
think Mr. Brewster will be back soon? I mean, if not I can 
go get you those cigarettes." 
''I really don't know when he'll be back. And thanks, 
but I don't smoke.'' 
She winced, but stood her ground. 
"Well, maybe you could give me an application or 
something. I could come back tomorrow.'' 
o way. Brewster's leaving town tomorrow. lf you 
want that job, you'd best see him tonight.'' 
··ok. Mainly what I want to know is what these 
auditions are like, you know?'' 
··Well, usually Brewster will have you dance naked for a 
few of us and, if we like the way you do it, you're hired, 
simple as that." 
She nodded and returned to her place under the 
marquee. His point. 
A man in a grey pinstripe suit came up to the window. 
He held up one finger and waved two dollars.John studied 
him, trying to figure out what was weird about him. Just as 
normal as can be except-yes, he was a mute. Silent behind 
thirty-seven 
a battery of gestures and facial expressions. Another 
goddamn idiot-Johnny's father. 
"Hello-Palladium X." 
"In November of 1959. Max Conrad flew solo from 
Casablanca, Morocco, to El Paso, Texas, a distance of 6,911 
miles, in 56 hours and 26 minutes." 
"Wait a minute, who is this?"' 
''In 1968, 57 people in Coser ounty, Nebraska, voted 
for George C. Wallace.'' 
"I thi the creep with one leg' I hope your crutche 
rot." 
'Im pot ncy is ground for divorce in over thirty states." 
''Arc you the one who got all that fill dirt in hi wading 
pool?'' 
··The word mohair is thought to be a corruption of 
'moorhair,' or hair of the Angora goat of Asia Minor, 
introduced into Spain by the Moors. Other authorities 
derive the word from the Arabic 'mukhayer,' a kind of 
haircloth, or from the Latin 'marmoreus' which means, 
literally, 'to resemble marble."' 
This time he hung up. John wanted to call the police. If 
he could just find out who it was. 
He climbed out of the booth and strolled over to Olivia. 
She did not acknowledge his leer and refused a cigarette. He 
wanted to shoot something, break a window. 
The phone rang. 
thirty-eight 
Olivia indicated the booth with her eyes. He smiled. 
"Why don't you answer it for me. It might be Brewster." 
She moved towards the booth, stopped and then ran in, 
picking up the phone. She waved him in. It was very 
crowded in the little booth. 
"I think it's your wife." 
''Hello?'' 
"Who was that?" 
"My secretary. What do you want?'' 
·'Listen. I'm ;it the laundromat and then.:'s this guy who 
keeps looking at u ·, He's wearing a ba ball hat and he acts 
like he' crazy or somcth ing." 
"So?" 
"So could you please come down here. I'm cared." 
"Call the police." 
·'And tell them there's a guy staring at me? Please, 
John." 
··Bullshit, Jenny. I'm not falling for this one. You 
probably got somebody to make those calls, too. Very 
funny, you bitch. See you later." 
"] ohn, wait. No shit. Please come, it's only a couple of 
blocks.'· 
He hung up. Olivia tried to avoid his eyes. He took a 
hold of her shoulders and pressed up against her, knocking 
the phone off the hook. 
I 
Think a beautiful thought, 
As your mind goes speeding through 
poppy fields, in a brilliant array 
of peacock fascinations; starting, 
stopping, and driving on to melodies 
fair and virgin to the ear that heard 
these songs before. 
Waves in the driveway, stones in the pond 
flowers grow in front of my eyes, 
And I, 
fishing the sky for a breeze that 
bathes in untouchable towers of sun-bred 
warmth, feeding the earth and her parasites, 
Am amused at the trail your hand left behind 
in transit to your dripping face. I'm forced to 
Think a beautiful thought, to perish to notion 
that I '11 never come down. 
kent krogman & 
theresa bettinger 
forty-one 
Just A Note About Displaced Children After Nazi 
Germany And The War 
camp 55 
They came from Czechoslovakia or somewhere. 
They walk from war to war 
Sliding down the piles of rubble and unhappiness 
Broken homes and dreams 
Not knowing what Ovaltine or Buck Rogers could be about. 
Their numbered arms caught the eyes of our 
Service men and they were taught how to say 
THE BOOK THE BOAT THE INDIAN THE DOOR 
From pictures in magazines. 
Herc is some chocolate. 
Learn English and tell me what it was like in Auschwitz. 
Don't run away. 
Please come back. 
We won't hurt you 
Here is some chocolate. 
Go ahead. 
I don't want chocolate I want my mother. 
I had a mother before this began. 
I had a home before this began. 
That's it there. 
That pil of broken brick and shattered g1as . 
I had a lot b for they tatto d my arm and de troy d 
my family. 
For hristmas they gave me a rag and laugh d. 
A tatter from my mother s dress. 
The flowered one that papa gave her for her birthda 
It reeked of gas and comforted me very little. 
Is there a new home wrapped in that bar of cho late? 
Inside that brown wrapper is there a laughing si er 
full of life and in love with everything. 
Is the train set that made me squeal with joy her ? 
Is my mother wrapped in that bar of chocol te solaier? 
Give it here and let me take a bite. 
Let me sink my teeth into it. 
l get no solace from two thousand eight- car-olds t at 
knew the same horror. 
They whine for their mothers too in the dark of night. 
THE BOOK THE BOAT THE INDIAN T E DOOR 





The La t Mambo At Dachau 
Edgar
Lawrence 
· g Wencesla looked out 
· on the rosted ground. 
m freshl . pilled blood. 
f red on white. 
Ti . lly. 
Don't hrist die 
For the 
You ungra 
Come and take a walk w· h me 
Tell me- who do you love? 
''This lampshade is made 
Of a very unusual leather 
And I sec you collect glass eyes.' 
"Ah, but I do not." 
Deck the halls with boughs of entrails. 
We can use the veins for ribbon on the presents. 
''Shall we da11ce my dear 
And try to hold this magic moment 
As long as we can, 
For I fear 
That all too soon 
I shall have to say 
'This is the end, my beautiful friend."' 
"Oh, didn't you know? 
This is a movable feast." 
forty-three 
iSiOO 
Millions, driven on the xpressways past th salvage 
of their lives. Through the tinted glass windows 
they sec a vision of a naked child 
bleeding from her wounds- running screaming 
grasping for a la t exit through to hope. 
The cars coasting bumper to bumper. 
The prisoners protect d by plate glass 
radio sounds daydreams of mon y, movie tars. 
Wait! lt can't be! A man, masked 
knife flashing assaulting a pure naked 
beautiful child helples ly succumbing now 
to the hands plundering the lase thing that she has 
to give and that his demented.mind can take. 
People strapped in their cars-bumper to bumper- waiting 
to get out, to get home, to get through. 
To make the masters happy the laves die easy 
in their skins- waiting- until one day 
effortlessly, painlessly, 
the fumes burn out the eyes that were afraid to see, 
the heart, a motor unable to bleed. Enough! 
Too tempting to resist, the teeth 
Crunch, through pure red sugar, 
The greener sweetness of the apple. 
Her huge black breasts, apparent 
Just of the midway; sucking there 
and resting on her lap, her 12-year-old. 
The man with Coke bottles and 
Worn, brown rings makes bold 
To grab the boys with quarters in their eyes. 
Something is there. It is not 
With the cattle on display, 
Or with the greasy chains for ferris wheels, 
Particularly. Nor is it something 
In the tired voice of the ticket-seller, 
But gives a sense of b eing everywhere: 
The Mongoose man, the Woman with 
Two heads, The Mummy-in-the-jar 
Who sings at noon and three o'clock, 
Just so. But as you turn a corner 
with big eyes, you see a hot dog 
Trampled in the dust & hear the laughter 
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,.• 1 l ng to e aquarium 
Bright fish with mcrald fin 
Flashy band of pate ms 
Nervous swishing 
Black butterfly smooth 
Insides tenderly touching 
Snail to glass. 
I lived inside a ghost shrimp 
For ten days. 
I paid that transparent character 
A good amount of swirling granules 
For her hospitality. 
She spent her spidery legs 
to soon. 
She slit her sides 
Against a sleek angelfish. 
I trained for weeks 
With a sparring siamese 
I held physical charisma 
Any goldfish 
Would have given his gold 
To possess. 
One seaweed phase 
Brought the net 
To me. 
I twinkled and twisted my image 
Against aqua reflections. 
I became captive to my hobby 
The day I paid two hundred dollars 




Fallen Idols, Dead Heroes 
Kevin Miller 
PHOTOGRAPHS 







'f'his gra) p,llet' painted no more 
with the gala colors of naive innocence 
A fan dancer shorn of her feathered smock 
and having blushed twice is red-faced no more 
But struts homely in her uncladncss-
across the stage of time that is ow 
Desirous not for the praises of art critics 
but only to be the world's harlot. 
The preacher rolls his eyes to heaven 
crying out for the coming apocalyp e 
Warning the baaing sheep of Babylon-
Whore of the world-so call her Baby Ion 
Her flesh is not mortal flesh 
o mere sexual woman is she 
Her passions are deep r than lust 
they burn like the fires that buried Pompeii 
B iling within, bursting out after a millcnium 
of patient deception of docile dormancy. 
Babylon used to love and hate-or thought he did 
but now she isn ·c really sure if they are or aren't 
he wants to gaze into the mirror 
and s e a laughing little girl 
Who' in love half the time 
and broken-hearted all the re t 
Alas! Poor BabyIon is still the innoc nt outh 
but know too much to play the part 
Though unclad, Babylon is never naked 
while robed in the dried tears of yesterday' arrow . 
· · 
1 
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First I was standing, 
Then I was sitting, 
Then I was lying down, 
Then I was asleep. 

